Unconſtant Phillis : 
ELF 


| g | 
The Infortunate Shepherds Lamentation. — 
| d Swain in Love with Phillis fair, | Such is his lorrow,and lo great his grief, 
Me — is brought te ſuch diſpair; | His Pri is lov'd him once, but he neglected 


That doubileſs he will dye without relief, | The prelent time,and now he is rejected. 
Fo an excellent new play-heuſe Tuac : Or, Tell me no more you love. 


Ob critel is Foztune grown, + Which pferceth my beart full ſoze, 
ts turn all mp hopes to diſpair⸗ and wounds me in every bein, 
From bli's J am headlong thꝛown, KW So much that Jcry and roar, 


and banifht the fight of nip dear: 53S wPhillt he Triumphs tn dildair. 
Gꝛant me ſome pitty kind heaven, D 


to my ſozrows affo2d ſome relief, 8+ Ah Phillis rememberpet, 


Oz let mp pooz ſoul be given, K+ what pleaſing delights J gave, 
a Party unto my grief, J am ſure you can't fo1get, 
pou laid J was b1isk and bꝛabe: 
All night J can take no reft, $% 'Twas under the Sycamoze tree, 
but Phillis is ſtill in my mind, then, then, Oh then that ſame time; 


In dzeams J with her am bbeſt, SI 39! vow'd that you did love me, 
but waking Ind her unkind ; and counted not love a crime. 
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ted 


Thoſe kife” you gave me then, 
will wirnets againſt your hate, 
Come Kiſs me lo once agen, 


and ile never complain of my kate: 
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Thoſe delights you would equaliy ſhare 8 
which were pou conſenting pou'd find; - Which makes me repent it now, 


Come hang't never gh no! fear, 
but v9'r with a willing mind. 


Ik that 3 foz love ſhould dye, 

you'd want ſuch a faſthtul friend; 
Pou know it as well as J, 

J need not mp ſelt commend: 
Pour kindnefles i lr reward, 

and doubly pour love ifle requite ; 
Then Phillis mp ſuit regard, 

and rob ine not of my right, 


Ah! was it not better far - 
when lovingly we did meet; 
Then criel thus as vou are, | 
with hatred your Lover to greet ; 
That life which doth pet remain, 
to love J fo ever refign ; 
And though J do ſuffer pain, 
the fault hall be none of mine. 


J am plung*®d in a deſperate Pool 
of folly, as well as Love, 
Fo! he is a neglivent Fool, 
that will not his time (mp2obe ; 
Pp Phillis once gave me her tears, 
and lob d me moze dearer ihcn life, 
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She vo w'd che would never part, 
but live with me as a Mite. 


3 truſled tos much on her vow, 


and was not le fond as ſhe, 


becauſe ſhe ig cruel to me: 
This makes me diſtraced and mad, 
and ſhall neSer be quiet in mind, 
To think of thoſe joys J have had, 
and find pꝛitty Phillis unkind, 


Pe powers of lobe can fel! 

my paſſion is true and juſt; 
Pp.Phillis J love lo well, 

that without her J peri muſt : 
So paſſianate's my deſtre, 

and (a eagerly burns tte flame : 
That gladly J could expire, 

repeating her verp name, 


Ile to her, and once agen 
my deſperate ſozrows relate, 
One ſmile would re'feve my pain, 
and baniſh my thzeatning kate: 
Ik now I do fancy aright, 


t the God of love ſtand but my friend 


K+ Then J chall have ſuchdelſght, 
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that never can have an 
Eid, 
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